XXIV. The End

The end was now drawing near. In May 1930 old Arch-
bishop Davidson had died, and in January 1932 Charles
Gore followed him. With both men Halifax had a long friend-
ship, for both he had a warm regard, and both, as he knew, had
loved and tried to serve the Church which he too had loved
and tried to serve. Gore had been the nearer and the more inti-
mate, and with him he had quarrelled fiercely, continuously,
and without harm to their affectionate relations for nearly fifty
years. He never ceased either to love him or to be exasperated
by him; and when told that the Bishop, by his own request, was
to be cremated, he was heard to exclaim wrathfully, if inappro-
priately, "I could shake the life out of him with my own hands/
In 1932 he went to the consecration of the new Roman
Catholic Abbey at Buckfast, built by the monks themselves.
As he stood watching the procession with the Relics, the Ab-
bot stepped out of it and, clasping his hand, said, 'My lord, your
presence here to-day brings to our festival the love and joy and
peace of Our Lord Jesus Christ/1

In November of that year Halifax went to his last meet at
Garrowby.

Think of this Pie wrote to Edward],

Lawn meet of Hounds. November.

Try Preserve [ a Garrowby covert].

Ld. Irwin in red coat.

Ld. HL in red coat*

Charles in red coat.

Three members of the Family all at once. Thing never known
before.

This must be arranged.2